More of heav'ns glory than a wordling can.

As man is of the world, the heart of man

Is an epitome of God's great book

Of creatures, and men need no farther look;

So's the country of courts, where sweet peace doth

As their own common soul, give life to both:

And am I then from court ?

Allophanes   Dreamer! thou art:
Think'st thou, fantastic ! that thou hast a part
In the Indian fleet, because thou hast
A little spice or amber in thy taste ?
Because thou art not frozen, art thou warm ?
Seest thou all good, because thou seest no harm ?
The earth doth in her inner hbowels hold
Stuff well disposed, and which would fain be gold,
But never shall, except it chance to lie
So upward, that Heav'n gild it with his eye,
As for divine things, faith comes from above,
So, for best civil use all tinctures m0ve
From higher powers; from God religion springs,
Wisdom and honour from the use of kings;
Then unbeguik thysdf, aa<J know with me,
That angds, though on t&rtfa emplo^d they fee,